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FROM THE LONDON LITERARY GAZETTE. 


GERTRUDE DE WART, 


OR FIDELITY UNTO DRATH. 


Lranslaied from the German of . ippe nzelier. 8vo. 
pp. 166. L&ndon, 1826. 
founded on the most exact historic truth, 


with all the fearful and intense interest of the 
most appalling romance, Gertrude de Wart is a 
striking instance, amid the many, of that devot- 
edness in affection, which will support a woman 
through scenes of which. in hours of ease and 
happiness, the very thought had been too much 
w bear. Gertrude had been for many years the 
beloved (and does not that imply the “hap; vr 
vife of Rodolph de Wart: in an unfortunate 
hour his att: vhinent to his master. the Duke 
f Swabia, whose lands were unjustly retained 
by the avaricious Albert, plunged him into mise- 
ry. Though not one of the assassins himself, 
yet being present at the murder of the emperor, 
fe is involved in all their guilt, and in all their 
dangers ; and after temporary concealment, he 
is betrayed by a relation into the hands of the 
Queen of Hungary and the Archduke Leopold, 
who had pursued the murderers of their father 
with most unrelenting vengeance. His wife, 
who had borne with the most unshrinking for 
titude all the misery of poverty to which she had 
been reduced by the burning of their castle and 
the confiscation of their estates, joins her hus 
band, shares his prison, supports him at his 
trial; and at last, when, despite of her cntrea- 
ties for mercy, he is condemned to the dreadful 
death of breaking on the wheel, she is still his 
stay and succour; but here we will give place 
to her own words: she has escaped from her 
friends to seek the place of Rodolph’s suffering. 
‘The rismg moon began to tip with silver the 
dark pines and the turret of the castle of Ky 
bourg. I discovered the path I was in search of, 
and skirting the great forest which is near Win- 
terthur, [heard more and more distinetly the 
noise of a mill. This should be the meadow 
where I was to look for my husband. The mill 
and a rivulet only separated me from him. 
yassed the water, and, going round the mill, 
perceived the wheel, and the unhappy victim 
laid on it. The guard was frightened at my ap- 
yearance, and ran off. with e very mark of terror. 
heard the bre vathings of R odolph, € ceep, and at 
intervals resembling sighs: I saw his broken 
members, agitated by convulsive movements. 
ijke those of a Jamb, palpitating under the kuife 





of a butcher; yes, Margaretta, all this I was 
doomed to hear and see. 
‘“It is me,’said [softly : 
my voice. ‘fs it thee, Gertrade 
this is all that was wanting! 
‘came near to the post on which the wheel 
was suspended. [ saw there some pieces of wood. 
{ took one of them, which I placed close to the 
wheel I got upon it, and I was enabled to seize 
and cover with kisses, one of his hands, which 
hung down, moistened with a cold sweat. 
‘*Spare me! spare me!’ said he with a tre 
: *thy presence adds to my suffer- 


he immediately knew 
Jes& Maria! 


mulous voice 


ings. Ileal! for death, and thou art come to re- 
tard it. Gertrude! Gertrude! where do you 
come from? what will you have? My limbs are 


broken, my joints are dislocated; my heart on- 
ly still beats. Go from me—let me die—this is 
too much!’ 

‘Tsaw him paie and motionless. entangled in 
the spokes of the wheel. The shivering of a fe- 
ver pervaded his members—his groans mingled 
with the murmuring of the rivulet, and the clap 
ping of the mill. f fell on my knees, and pray 
ed under the wheel, and exhorted my unhappy 
husband to resignation. At saat, joining together 
some pieces of wood, [ made a sort of scaffold 
ing, by which means [ could raise myself up to 
hhian. and, leaning over him, free his face from 
the hairs which the wind blew over it. ‘1 en- 
treat thee! O, I entreat thee!’ repeated he, ‘to 
begone and leave me. If they should find you 
here when the day breaks. you know not what 
may happen. Why will vou aggravate my mis 
ery? You cannot tel! what additional suflerinys 
you may bring upon me.’ 

> T will die . said I to him, 
is for this purpose 
shall force me irom thee.’ 
him with extended arms, and I begged of God 
both his death ant my own. ‘The day appear- 
ed—i saw human figures moving ata distance, 
I was obliged to descend, and take awzy the 
pieces of wood which had enabled me to get up 
on the wheel. ‘The guard which had fled at the 
sight of me again made his appearance. No doubt 
this man had mentioned at Winterthur what he 
had seen ; for as soon as it was day, there was a 
great mob of men, women, and c hildren, com 
ing from all quarters. I recognized the gaoler 


with thee *and it 
that lam come! 


1 threw myself on 


; Whom Landenberg had persuaded the evening 





before to let me free. He did not appear sur- 
prised at seeing me with my husband: he ap 
proached me. shaking his head, and said, + It 
was not for this purpose, madam, that the Lan 
denbergs took you. yesterday. out of prison.’— 
The people drawing nearer and nearer, | saw 
several women of my acquaintance, and, anong 
the rest, the wife of the president of the court 
of justice at Winterthur. I called to her, and 
intreated her to intercede with her husband,that 
he would order the executiouer to abridye the 
sufferings of Rodolph. 

«* He dares not do it,’ said Wart, 


groaning 


‘When the queen has spoken, the pre sident of 


justice must be silent: andif it had not been for 
that, I may say that I had some right to expect 
this good office from him.’ Some persons bro't 
me refreshments, of which Icould take nothing: 


but I was refreshed, if | may so say, by the com 
passion which was visibly impressed on their 
countenances. and by the tears which were shed 
by them 





No power | 





* When the fog of the morning was ¢ isperses 
the crowd increased. | saw there the Bailit! 
Steiner, of Plungen, with his two sons: our te 
nant at Dathkon, and some women from Nat 
tenback: they all made the sign of the er 
and appe ared as if they were praying for us 

* The executioner then came, followed 
a i. amprecht The former 
he the least cruel of the two: he said, sighing 
*May God have mercy on the poor young lor 
and receive his soul into Paradise!’ The Con 
fessor again urged him to avow his guilt: |b 
Wart. making a great effort, repeated befor: 
all the people the 1 


er 
bY tie 
" Vi» 


seceme 


same words which he had al 
ready said to the queen and the court of jus 
tice. The priest was silent. All at once I heard 
voices crying out, Place! place!’ men armed 
with halberds made way through the crowd ; 
helmets. surmounted with plumes, glittered nea: 
the mill. Soon were seen praneing 
their riders, with shining armour, and their vi 
zors down. 

‘The executioner dropt down on his knee— 
the Confessor Jaid bis hand on his breast—th- 
horsemen halted. ‘The women lifted up the 
childien in their arms, that they might have a 


horses and 


better view. Guards armed with lances, obliged 
the people to form a circle 
‘A knight of a high stature. raising hime 


upon his horse, said to the executioner, in a 
sneering tone of voice, ‘ Where are the 
that they have not yet torn his eyes out? it 
was the Arch Duke Leopold 

. My bloed stopt in my veins when [heard one 
of the horsemen, who was near him. Say, * Let 
him scratch himself as long as the itching conti 
nues, but drive oa people. All us w ecp 
ing and lamentation make me mad 
must be no pity here: 
who causes all this ers ig 
away. 

‘I knew the vote: ser 

disguised as a knigh 


ravens 


here 
gota who is this Wort 


' 
—Let them ta 





gh. a , 
me queen. it was Agne 


‘Itis the wife of Wart 
said a third voice. * ‘Yesterday evening, during 
the execution, we took her with us to Kybourg 
but she ran away from us, and we thought tha’ 
despair had instigated her to throw herself into 
les} had tigated her to th I If int 


the ditch of the castle. God. what a woman! 
what conjugal fidelity! Leave her alone—it is 
impoesible to force her away I bere recogniz 


Landenberg. 1 ld bave 


at his feet. Agnes made a syn 


ed the 
thrown myself 

to one of her equerrit s to take me up, ¢ nd re 
move me from tlic As he 
me, | passed my two arms round th ? st, and 


. both for acy art 


rood young 


wheel, ap proached 


implored the coup de grace anGg 

myself. Two nen attempted to carry me away 

by force. JT cried to God and he heard me 
*Landenberg. though a faithful subjeet of 


the house of Austria. had courage again to speak 
forme. * Let her alone. said he: sun I 
ver shone on constancy equal to hers: the a: 
gels themselves may rejoice in heaven at seem; 
it” ‘Then they left me qui t. “Lhe horseme; 
took their de parture. One of them said 
thing to the executioner, which | dic 
stand. 
The ( 
his duty, and had 
ders of the queen, 
ments of tanity. To saw 
from his eves. ‘Leen held it no longer, nob! 
| ‘vou have c nqueres es. Gr 


tan 
the 


4) sore 
I not unce 

performer 
executed the or 
way to the sent; 
the “te ars runnin: 


' ’ ’ - 
Who nad rigialy 
' 
punetaaly 


now gave 


oniessor, 


hus 


lady, said he: 
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wh othe 


world should for 


shine, at least, amious 


eet your namie, it will 
those of the hols martyrs. 
Be faithful unto death, and { will give thee the 
erown of hile! What have I done to deserve 
that these mayniicent words should be apphed 
> Tle gave me bis hand, and went away. 
The people gradually dispersed » the exeen 
Honer and the guard who was stationed at the 


saitrance of the meadow, remained alone. “Phe 


tome 


ain Was set—there wus every appearance of a 
slead calm; but soon a stom of Wind arose, 
Which seerued to stile my prayers. 

» cloak, 
o protect me from the tnclem ‘acy of the wea. 
ther, with which LT covered the mutilated and 
jvozen Limbs of wiv husband. Elis lips were dry 
ind contracted 5 TE brought Lim water in my 
sauce. Dear Margaretta, when I reflect on these 
iaost horrible moments, [ am at a loss to com- 
prehend how | could have strength to + support 
myself for more 
nourishment. 


-One of the guards brought me a large 


' 


than forty hours without any 


*No doubt the saints and holy anwels iivisi 
ble supported me, While | lay ani prayed unde: 
he wheel on which the beloved of my heart was 
uffering the agonies of death. 

*Durtng all this time Dunay truly vay that my 

nl was with God. Every sigh, every vroan 
but | called to 
Saviour, under the cross 

her divine Son. I encouraged inysell’ by 

jhinktng of the mother of the Macealees, of the 
apos tles, anc the martyrs of our holy religion. 
i derived strength trom the thought * that the a 
Hietions of this life would be succeed do by an 
eternal weight of glory _T found ny 
self ineonceivably fortified by the consciousness 
of a firm and determined will, i knew what I 
would do, and for whom f suffered. Tf, im the 
heginning, Wart pressed me to leave him, say 
ay, that the sight of me augmented his suffer 
inws. he now te ‘nderly thanked me for not having 
abandoned him. He derived strength and con 
solation from my prayers. 

‘During the second night, the executioner 
heard somebody call him rod his name. Ee lett 
us. and soon returned with a pensive look, aud 
placed himself on his bed of straw, 

*Leannot speak too much in praise of this 
man. In the most distressing moments he stood 
ny friend. When night had thrown her mantle 
over us, if was he who put together ~ pieces 
of wood, to enable me to get on the wheel. Yes, 
Margaretta, though he was the murderer of my 
husband. [thought | eould have embraced him. 

*Fxcuse me, | beseech you, trom detailing 
the particulars of the morning and noon of the 
last day. Some hours before sunset, Rodolph 
made a motion with his head: —P jumped up, 
and leaned over him. | eolleeted his last words, 
which were hardly intelligible ; * Gertrude, thou 
hast been faithful to me unto death!’ At these 
words his eves closed, his heart ceased to beat 
and to suffer. Tle died while | was praying. I 
fell on -. eee under the wheel, and thanked 
God that He had given me erace to be faithful 
unto de ‘— 


if Rodelph preveed wiy heart: 
iaind the Mother of our 


ina wore 


TOLERANCE 

1 have observed one ingredient, somewhat 
eeessary in a man’s composition towards hap 
piness, which people of feeling would do well to 
acquire; acertian respect for the follies of man 
kind; for there are so many fools whom the 
opinion of the world entitles to regard, whom 
accident has placed in the heights of which they 
are unworthy, that he who cannot restrain his 
indignation or contempt at the sight,will be too 
often quarrelling with the disposal of things, to 


relish tbat share which is allotted to himself 





GARLAN Dd. 


THE LADIES’ 
THE CHAPLET. — 


PROM THE WINCIESTER REPUBLICAN, 
The custom of crowning the queen of May was 
duly henusadhaih Monday last by the young ladies 
attending Mrs. Scott’s and Mrs, Conrad’s seminaries 


in this town. We were not present, but have un 
derstood that the celebrations were extreme) 
propriate, and the different parts sustained with 


becoming effect. At Mrs. Conrad’s seminars 





honor of presiding on the occasion was awarded tu 
Miss Ecizaneru Carson, peng zat of Beatty Car- 
m, Esq. of this town; at Mrs. Sc . this cistine- 


tien Was conferre:) on Miss Yr 


Haswaun Paavers Srup- 


Stubblefield, cf 
Harpers-Ferry ; both of which young ladies wore 
¢ 
| 


their blushing honors with grace and dignity. Li 


BLEFiELD, daugliter of Mr. Jaings 


was a rural holiday, which will be remembered for 
TANY hepps d ‘ys to come. 
A young gentleman who was preset thas hande< 


us the following poetical description of Mis. Scott's 





celebration. We should be pleased to receive a 
sinilar one of Mrs. Conrad’s : 

The celebration of May-day by the young ladies 
of Mrs. S« 


andthe honors usual on such oceasions were con- 
ferred on Miss Hannah Frances Stubblefield, who 


was elected bv her s 


iV sseminary took place on Monday last, 


cheol-mates as eminent for her 





nert 
merits, 


beautiful ¢ 


place selected for the purpose was a 
green, shaded by poplars whose nascent 


foliage, blending with the hues of the variegated 





May-pole, gave a pleasing vartety to the scene. In- 





deed the whole was cnchanting. ‘he zephyrs wan- 


toned with soft murmurs, and the feathered song- 
sters warbled sweetly in the gale. ‘The scenery 
was still further enhanced by an assemblage of youth 
and beauty which would have done honor to Flora 
herself. But the interest excited was not confined 
to the young alone ; the new married and the old 
married were there: e’en the bachelor attended, 
whose deep susceptibility no doubt felt the enliven- 
ing flame which beauty kindles. ‘The procession 
commenced from the dwelling of Mrs. Singleton, to 
whose kindness the scholars were indebted for their 
amusement. The queen, attended by her maids of 


honor, advanced to the place of coronation. ‘There 


followed also in her train several girls, who, hke 


1 


nymphs of the wood, were arrayed in the borrowed 


robes of spring, carrying baskets of flowers in then 
hands. 


When the queen had ascended the throne, 


she was addressed by one ct her maids in the fol- 


lowing appropriate lines 





Now Spring ber mildest i 
Yo glad the glebe and paint the fic!ds ; 
And warbling birds now tune the lay 
To sing thy praises, Queen of May 


v2 
e Vie ids, 


Flora this gariand has entwined 
Of flowers fair—for you designed 
As merit blooms ; this garlan d’ 


But, unlike merit, ’twill decay. 





s gay, 


The blushing rose, with fragrance sweet, 
The dewdrop’s splendor, ah! too fleet ! 
Do here combine this truth to tell, 

That modesty is beauty’s spell. 

Lilies of purest virgin white, 

Combined with snow-drops, angel-bright, 
Are emblems of thy merit,—known 

To all who join this May-day throng. 
They speak perfection to the lass 

On whom this humble crown I place 


As soeon as this was con sInded, the sneaker ad 


d 
: 
vanced to the queen, and with a very 


’ rracel ful al 
? 
4 


a chaplet 


coulis en 





interes air placed upon her head 
flowers beautifully wreathed. 4 ik 
Mav’s queen with aienity replied : 


. , ' . — 
Mair har dU Snr g unto 











ng Moids exch wrac 
Reveals tl *aew le: at a 
Cruveitst seo v tur 
Bu MOOT & ul ‘ 
vite lily now appears , 
re » drinks the lateit rili, 
I Ng Jie ud, a nad dra¢ ps t 
So soon its span of hfe to Ali 
Dire time an 1 pestilential rage, 
Phe fui eauty cannot hav 
Bi 


Te > ' 4 
if mahs wasacrihce to age, 


Wile merit triumphs o’er the grave 
May’s Quecn to beatity lays noc 
But would that merit were her aim. 





All present were gratified, and parted, som 
' ~ 
and others to 


which Cupid had excited. 


muse upon the scene, 





{We add to this description the verses spoken a! 
Mrs. Conrad's celebration 

To Tur QUEEN. ; 

Queen of this brightly-smiling hour, 

Ii vi tothy sy Ivanghrone ! 

We've culled from many a blushing flowe: g 


‘fhis dew-geurmed wreath,—thy crown. 





The glowing tones of fon 
Unite this festive day, 
(As thy superior worth’s reward, ) 
To hail thee Queen of May ! 


On thy young biushing brow we’ve laid 
The rosy braid of Spring ; 
But, sylvan Queen, full : soon will fade 


Its richest colouring ! 


d regard 





Thus brightly glows thy [e's y guns In 
ben as thy crown to-day, 

Winch we have robbed of every thorn, 
To grace our Queen of May ! 
Yet whenits rosy tints have passed, 

And faded thy brow 
Its fnnate frarran 


And shed 





’ 
i} san) 
> still will last, 


ts sweets as now, 


Flas when the witheri 
Shall blight thy yonth’s sweet das 
May innate virtue brigitly shine 
In our loved thueen of Mas 





fun Answhk 


Could deep impassioned feeling speak, 
my early vears, 
The language of th s glowing cheek, 


These worldly thrilling tears,-— 


I couki my bosom’s thanks express, 
And notin vain essay 

»tell low cocey you have blessed 
Your hij pv Queen of May 


Thanks for this blushing crown I wear, 
‘type of my royalty ; 

Purer than sceptered Queen e’er bear, 
And ah! more dear to me : 

For had your faithful friend her choice, 
On this her regal day, 

She’d spurn ambic/on’s dangerous yoice, 
To be your Queen of May! 





Then O may Heaven profusely pom 
On my conipanions dear, 

The choicest gifts of its blest store 4 
Through every coming vear ! 





And when the wintry eve 
Succeed to youth’s bright day, 

E’en then Ili turn to mem’ry’s page. 
Again be Queen of May 


of age 








locs not so frequently bestow ho 
novs ef heraldry as his father Mars, we cannot 


vid relating the romantic 


» which introduc 


i ne C ommt ot Wals 
ver and intended spouse of 


lady possessing: al 





i she took delight in creating little 
lousies in the breast of her destined husband. 
he beautiful Amelia was an only child of a 
mother, a female cousin, possessing 


few personal eharms, and still less fortune, 


‘d been brought up with her from infaney as 
on.and asa stimulus to her educaiion. 


amiable and humbie Charlotte 





to attract much attention in the cir 
hich her gay cousin shone with so much 
splendor, which gave her frequent opportunities 

‘dispensing a part of that instruction she had 
received onthe more humble class of her own 


Returning from one of these charitable 





visits, and entering the gay saloon of her aunt, 
ry or exil was now scarcely notic 
ud the party amused in selecting flow 
the Count and the other beaux were 
ty make verses en t oice of each of the la 
! to make her selee 
‘ion of a flower; the sprightly Amelia had ta- 
others a Carnation 
‘lowers most likely tocall forth compliment; and 


in selecting the 


most humble flower by ptacing a sprig of Mig- 


nonette in her bosom, would probably have pass 
unnoticed, had not the flirtation ef her gay 
dashing colonel, who was more 


rr hisconquests in the drawing room 


the Connt so as to make his uneasiness vist 


e, Which the amiable Charlotte, who, ever stu 
dious of Amelia’s real happiness, wished to : 
e, and to call back the mind of her cousin, 
demanded the verse for the rose. 


saw this affectionate trait in Charlotte’s conduct. 


tuok out his pencil and wrote for the Rose, 


Elle ne vit qu’um jour, et ne plait qu’un moment; 


which he gave to the lovely daughter, at the 


same tine presenting the humble cousin with 
this line on the Mignonette, 
Ses qualities surpassent ses charmes. 
‘ Amelia’s pride was roused, and she retalia- 


ted by her attention to the colonel and neglect 


of the Count, which she carried 





throw herself into the power of a profligate, who 
brought her to ruin. The Count transferred his 
affections from beauty to amiability; and re 
joicing in the exchange, and to commemorate 
the event which had bfought about his happi 


ness, and delivercd him from a coquette, he 





added a branch of the Sweet Resede to the an- 


‘cient arms of his family, with the motto, 


3 surpass vour charms.” 





THE LADIES GARLAND. 


MENTAL CAPABILITIES OF FEMALES. 

very impartial reasoner will allow © weman 
has a mind equal in every respect to man: tho’ 
it may, and often does, lie upder partial neglect, 
it by no means implics that women have not 
adequate understandings, or that they can never 
be brought to the same perfection as those of 
the mele sex.” 


in every age, 


Females have, by 
kept pace in the improvement of their ninds, in 
that proportion of proper indulyenee and pre 
tection, which man, emphatically styled ** thei: 


lord and master,” has uniformly extended to 


thetn; nor is itat all surprising that females sel 
dom shone very conspicuously on the stage of 
life, while man withheld from them that) rank 


and iniluepee, whieh their sex Gemanded, and 
The 


whenit was thought @sin ora shame for a fe 


which nature intended, times are ¢ 
male to write a letter! The times are gone too, 
when it was thought impossible for a woman to 
learn Latin or Greck! ‘This supposition has of 
ten been demonstrated to be false, for womien 
have not only proved themselves profictents 
in Latin and Greck, but also in Hebrew. 

We find, on reference to the page of history, 
that women have displayed more mental exer 
tiuas, and real intrepidity, than are often found 
in the opposite sex. Females have governed 
states—presided #t councils—ad justed disputes: 
they have headed armies, and endured the toils 
of body and fatigue of niind which are insepara 
ble frem protracted and arduous campaigns. 

In the literary world, the rank which female 
writere hold, is far vom being incorsiderable. 
Dramatic compositions are justly considered the 
highest, and in this species of writing they have 
obtained a conspicuous place; nay, even in the 
more abstruse departments of science, philoso 


phy, and the mathematics, they have excelled. 


The female mind has been found capable ef 





reasoning on the hy pothesis of Locke—of com 


menting on ihe various positrons of Rcid—and 


of expatiating on a proposition of Muclid, by the 
most subtle and 


mathematical reasoning of a 


just arrangement of lines and eireles—this, can 
women do—this, woman has done. 


FEMALE CUSTOMS. 


In the fourteenth century a custom prevailed 


‘ 


among the females en the banks of the Rhi 
of assembling on a particular day of the year, 


to wash their bands and arms in that river, flat 
tering themselves that such Justrations would 
preserve them from all dangers and misfortunes 
during the remainder of the year. How igno 
rant must these females have been, to have in 
dulged in this ceremony, under the idea of de- 
riving other benefit therefrom than is common 
to all baths. 

The employments of the Persian female dif 
fer but little from those of Europe: 
rank dedicating their time to dress and amuse- 
ments. 
servants precede them to give notice of the ap 


‘ 


proach of female travellers, upon which all! 





those of 


When they travel, though fully veiled, 








) e 2 ms ! ! 
mates either quit the wav or turn aside wh 
j 
the Indies pass 
Whalebone and isks, Which martyr Bui 
pean (and At i irts,the Pyyvptian femal 
know not. "Phe ‘ cos d with a jin 
1 a°tt .° * 
rove % iX Veurs dt! fress they lice 
ward 2 ) I ol me \ k 
sul the i ot s tru 1: and ne 
} ‘ 
thing is mere ti i moan tf fo than nicks 
ty children and croak 
peo) 
rh ci 
Phe women of the Island of Patmos are s 
renerally handsome t} ‘ " ' 
Fenerahv Hanasulwe taal bt ts ah uUncOMmMIMos 


sight to meet with any who are otherwise. 


heir houses are ke pt very clean, and it is 


tomary with them to raise their beds ten fee 


above the floor, and to ascend to them by step 





$HE MEDLEY. 


ELEGANT EX TRAC T-rrom au 











SON SSS uM v4 

“There is an eventide in huma ise 
when the eye becomes dim, and the strengch deca: 
and when the winter of ag rins toshedt 
human head its prophetic snows. It is | 
of life to which the Autumn is the most analog 
ard much it hit would profit 5 
my elder brethren, t t! structic \ 
the sgason brings. The spring and summer of yor 
davs are fone, with t! » not ly joys the 
kne but m of the frie: fave them \ 
have entered upon the autumn of your being—and 
whatever may have been the profusion of vous 
spring, or the warm tegiperament of your summer, 
there is yet a season of stiliness or solitude wh 


the bencticence of heaven affords v« 


' 
y cuange 


mich 





may meditate upon the past and tut 
t 


vourselves for the 


soon to undergo. 
* It isnow you may understand t + 
language of Heaven—it mingles i's voice with th 


of Revelation—it summons you in these hours whe: 


the leaves fall and the winter is fathering, to th 


a) 
evening study which the mercy of heaven has pre 
vided in the book of salvation. And while the s! 
dows valley pens, which leads t the abode oi 
death, itspeaks of that love whic! conduct t 
those green pastures and those still waters, 
there isan eternal spring for the children cfG 
PROOFS OF AFFECTION 
{Related by Curran 
When a boy, I was one morning playin, 
marbles m the villuge ball-alley, with a hy 
heart and a lighter pocket. “Lhe jibe and the 
jest went gaily around, when suddenly there ay 


peare d amonest us a stranger, ofa verv remar! 
; 


able and very cheerful aspeet . his mtrusion wa- 
not the least restraint upon our merry little as 
’ 


sembiage , on the contrary he seemed } red 
and even ce lahte d: he wasa benevolent crea 
ture. and the ravs of infancy (after all. the hap 





| ” 
piest we shi ever sec 
‘ 
‘ 


perhay s 


rose upon bi 
100 bless him. | see ha , 


fine torn: 


just as he stor 


MecmMory 
the distance of half a century, 
before me in the little ball-alley in the day 

’ - 1 
my 


childheed. His name was Boyse ; be wa 
the Rector of Ne ‘To me lhe 
peculiar fancy. J was winning and full of way 
gery. thinking every thing that was eccents 


and by no means a miser of mv eccentricity 


wimarket, took 


— Sew ere - 


{ 
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very one was welcome to share of them, and 


jihad a plenty to spare, after having freighted | 


et . . , . 
ne Company, Some sweetmeats e asily bribed 
i¢ home with him. 1 learned from poor Boyse 


my alphabet and grammar, and the rudiments | 


of the classies. fle taught me all he could, and 


thea sent me to the school at Middleton. Jr | 


stort, he made a man of me. T reeollect it was 
about five and thirty years afterwards, when I 
hh: a risen to enunence at the bar, and when I 
had a seat in Parliament, on my return one d: ay 
from Court, | found an old gentleman seated 
alone in my drawing room, his feet familiarly 
placed on each side of the Italian marble chim- 
ey pie ce, and his whole air bespet iking the con- 
eqigusness of one quite at home. He turned 
yound—il was my friend of the ball alley. 1 rushed 
instinctively into his arms, and burst into tears. 
Words cannot describe the scene which follow 
ed :—* You are right, sir, you are right—The 
chimney piece is yours—the pictures are yours; 
the house is yours. You gave me all | have— 
wy friend—my father—my benefactor!” Ile 
dined with me; and in the evening I caught the 
tear _—s in hisefine blue eyes, when he 
saw poor Jack, the creature of his bounty,rising 
in the House of Commons, to reply to a Right 
Honourable. Poor Boyse! he is now gone— 


and no suiter had a karger deposite of practical | 


benevelence in the court above. This is his 
‘wine—let us drink to his memory. 
—<a 
FROM RAPP’S MEMOIRS, 
FRENCH FEMALE PATRIOTISM. 

An affecting scene, worthy of ancient times. 
took place at Mulhausen, when I arrived there. 
\ ball was given, the most distinguished persons 
of the town were met, and the assembly was 
brilliant and numerous. ‘Towards the ctose of 
the evening, war and invasion out of the territo- 
ry were talked of; every one communicated 
his advice, every one told his. hopes and fears, 

Vhe ladies were talking together, and con 
versed on the dangers of their country. On a 
sudden, one of the youngest proposed to her com 
panions, that they should swear never to marry 
uny Frenchman who had not defended the fron- 
tiers. Cries of joy, clapping of hands, resound- 
ed from every part of the room. ‘The looks of 
all present were directed towards the ladies :— 
the rest of the company came up and crowded 
round them. f went with the throng; [applaud 
ed this generous proposal; I had the honor of 


administering the oath, which every one of the | 


fair patrons came to receive at iny hands. 
— 
FROM THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW, 

“he rudé peasant lives and dies without any 
wnsibility to the grandeur of an evening sky, 
and the savage exhibits no emotion as he gazes 
on the Falls of Niagara. It is the mind that 
has been prepared by education, that under- 
stands and feels their greatness. So it is in the 
tinest works of art. ‘The barbarous nations felt 
no admiration for the beautiful works of Rome ; 
the ‘l‘urks express none for those that lie in ru 
ins at Athens, and the Cossacks would have 
Jooked with supreme indifference on the splen- 
dors of the Louvre. No one fully realizes the 
perfection of the Apollo Belvidere till he has 
studied it long, or has been accustomed to simi- 
lar works. It is a charaeteristic of the most per- 


(ect productions in poetry, that, igstead of being 


fully admired at first. their exeellencies open up- 


on the mind gradually in repeated perusal, and 
some hidden beauties there are, which disclose 
themselycs only to a long and familiar observa- 


tion 
Nd 


erected in ** Mason’s Hall” was performed on Mon- 
day evening last. 
stand an appropriate Ad 
Rev. Mr. Morse. 
written by a Lady, forthe occasion : 


|. Descend, thou great Spirit of him who of old 


Andraising its Pillars, o’erlaid them with gold, 


Be thy couned/ our © 
While our voices and hearts at the Altar combine, | 


Our sons of the union in which we were join’d ; 
And the sacred deposites their bosoms euclose, 
As years roll along, undiscover’d repase. 


Lo! 


Its mystery all your research shall defy, 


Your eye ne’er shall scan, nor your science divine, 
Tis a tree that will yield you its shade and its fruit, 





v HE L ADIES’ GARLAND. 





inti + tre es 


_POETRY. 


FROM THE NEWBURYPORT HERALD. 

MASONIC. | 
The ceremony of dedicating the pillars lately | 
We were not present, but under- 
dress was delivered by the 
Tlie following beautiful ode was 


ODE, 


Made the Mount of Moriah his Zemple’s founda- 
tion, 





Then made to JAHOVALTL its grand dedication ; 
Come, hallow the rite 
We engage in this night, 

thy wisdom our Light! 





As pure be our incense, our songs swect as thine. | 


And, Brethren, all hail to the Pillars we rear! 


From the rude shock of time may they long be | 
protected | 
| 


And, to age after age, in their Beayty appear, 


Untarnished and Strong as they now are erected ! 
‘Though we tes ave them behind, 


May they oft times renin! 


' ye who have felt not the Gordian tie, 


Which binds us together, in vain ye revolve it! 


Kor not the Great Conqueror’s sword can dissclye 
it. 
The secret divine, 
Which our bosoms enshrine, 


Displaying the branch, but concealing the root! 
Phere’s a chord in the heart of each Mason, that 


bleeds, 
And trembles with pain, at the wounds ofanother; 


There’s a flame of delight that is kindled, and feeds | 


On the joys that may glow in the breast of a Bro- 
ther. 
Nor, to Craftsmen alone 
Is our sympathy shown— 
The world are our brothers—-their weal 's our own: 
While we sojourn on earth, through life’s shadows 
or sun, 
In Faith, Hope, and Charity, still we are one. 


And when the green Cassia must drop on our clay, 
And our essence immortal return to its Giver, 
May the Angel of Peace waft our spirits away, 
Keep our ties closely drawn, and cement them 
forever ! 
In the Temple above, 
May our Master approve 
Of our services here, in the labors of love ; 
And a halo of glory encircling ws there, 
Be the sign of his favor the badge that we wear ! 


CHRIST IN THE GARDEN. 
B¥ MRS. HEMANS, 
‘* Ho Knelt—the Saviour knelt and prayed, 
When but His Father’s eve 
Looked through the lonely Garden’s shade, 
On that dread ageny ! 
The Lord of All above, beneath, 
Was bowed with sorrow unto death, 


The sun set in a fearful hour, 
The heavens might grow dim, 
When this mortality bad power, 
So to o’ershadow Him ! 
‘hat he who gave man’s breath might know 
‘rhe yery depths of human wo, 


vith the Rev. 


c 








He knew hoes all! the donb the strife, 
The faint perplexing dread ; 
The mists that hang o’er parting life, 
All darkened round His head; 
And the Deliverer knelt to pray— 
Yet passed it not, that cup, away ! 
It passed not—tho’ the stormy wave 
Had sunk beneath his tread ; 
It passed not—tho’ to Him the grave 
vere yielded up its dead. 
Sut there was sent Him fiom on high, 
\ gift of strength, for man to die. 


And was //is mortal hour bese 
With anguish and dismay 
How may we meet ourc conflict yet 
In the dark narrow way ? 
How, but thro’ Him, that path who trod 
Save, or we perish,.son of God !” 


PROM BRAINARD’S POEMS 
The Rev. Levi Parsons, who was associated 
Pliny Fisk, on the Palestine mission, 
ied at Alexandria, February 18th, 1422, 


Green as Macphelali’s honour’d field, 
Where Jacob and where Leah lie, 
Where Sharon’s shrubs their roses yield, 
And Carmel’s branches wave on high : 
So honour’d, so adorn’d, so green, 
Young martyr! shall thy grave be sccn. 


Oh! how unlike the bloody bed 

Where pride and passion seek to lie ; 
Where faith is not, where hope can shed 

No tear of holy sympathy. 
There withering thoughts shall drop around, 
In dampness on the lonely mound. 


* * » * * 7 * 


On Jordan’s weeping willow trees, 

Another holy harp is hung: 
It murmurs in as soit a breeze, 

As e’er from Gilead’s balin was flung, 
When Judah’stears in Babel’s strean 
Dropp’d, and when “ Zion was their theme.’ 


So may the harp of Gabriel sound 

In the high heaven, to welcome thee, 
When, rising from the holy ground 

OF Nazareth and Galilee, 
The saints of God shall take their flight, 
In rapture, to the realms of light. 





FROM THE AMERICAN TRAVELLER. 
THE ONSET. 
They come ! with the crescent glancing 
@’er a thousand gay steeds prancing ;— 
Oh! reck not life 
In freedom’s strife, 
But on! with proud hearts dancing ; 
Ye tread the field of glory— 
Where your fathers trod before ye ; 
They scorned to fly ! 
When death was nigh, 
And their spirits now are o’er ye., 


Yon silken banners streaming — 
With jewels vainly gleaming ; 
Can they inspire 
‘The martial fire, 
O’er a patriot’s bosom beaming * 
On !—on !—this hour ye sever 
Your galling chains, or never,—-. 
*Tis Greece demands 
Your hearts and hands, 
Yo make her free forever ! 





Mrs. Morris, wife of Major Morris, lately descend: 
ed in the diving-bell at Plymouth, and, under water, 
wrote along letter to her father, concluding thus : 


From a Bette, my dear father, you’ve oft had a line, 
But not from a Bere under water ; 

Just now I can only assure you I’m thine— 

Your diving affectionate daughter, 








